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THE FORGOTTEN SOLDIER. 

VASSILI VERESTCHAGIN. 

Hushed is the battle : silence fills 
Anew the hollows of the hills ; 
Save where, amid the rocks alone, 
Is feebly heard a dying groan. 

Above the topmost snowy height, 
A sombre spot in azure light, 
On steady wing, intent on prey, 
A vulture wends its circling way. 

Far from its watch-place in the skies, 
A gleam of scarlet it espies, 
Amid the bushes, where the mist 
The forehead of the hill has kissed. 

Sweeps the vulture widely round, 
Sees what cumbereth the ground. 
Folds its pinions ; from afar 
Earthward drops— like a falling star. 

Together to the banquet fly 
Its comrades summoned by its cry ; 
With eager beaks and claws the troop 
Of vultures on the booty swoop. 

But hark ! fresh pinions cleave the air 
The eagles to the feast repair ; 
Above the dead, with hunger's rage, 
The rival bands in fight engage. 

How long the contest lasted none 
Can say, nor which the vict'ry won ; 
Only the hills, the battle o'er, 
Have seen the vulture wheel no more. 

All in the mountains is at peace, 
There all things flourish, gleam, increase 
Day follows day, the years go by- — 
The soldier's bones forgotten lie. 



V. Verestchagin. 
WHY I PAINTED WAR PICTURES. 

VASSILI VERESTCHAGIN. 

Observing life through all ray various travels, I have 
been particularly struck by the fact that even in our time 
people kill one another everywhere under all possible pre- 
texts, and by every possible mean9. Wholesale murder 
is still called war, while killing individuals is called 
execution. Everywhere the same worship of brute 
strength, the same inconsistency ; on the one hand men 
slaying their fellows by the million for an idea often im- 
practicable, are elevated to a high pedestal of public 
admiration : on the other, men who kill individuals for 
the sake of a crust of bread, are mercilessly and promptly 
exterminated — and this even in Christian countries, in 
the name of Him whose teaching was founded on peace 
and love. These facts, observed on many occasions, 
made a strong impression on my mind, and after having 
carefully thought the matter over, I painted several pict- 
ures of wars and executions. These subjects I have 
treated in a fashion far from sentimental, for having my- 



self killed many a poor fellow-creature in different 
wars, 1 have not the right to be sentimental. But 
the sight of heaps of human beings slaughtered, shot, 
beheaded, hanged under my eyes in all that region 
extending from the frontier of China, to Bulgaria, has 
not failed to impress itself vividly on the imaginative 
side of my art. 
And although the wars of the present time have changed 
their former character of God's judgments upon man, 
nevertheless, by the enormous energy and excitement 
they create, by the great mental and material exertion 
they call forth, they are a phenomenon interesting to all 
students of human civilization. My intention was to ex- 
amine war in its different aspects, and transmit these 
faithfully. Facts laid upon canvas without embellishment 
must speak eloquently for themselves. One of the pict- 
ures is 

THE EMPEROR ALEXANDER II. BEFORE PLEVNA. 

By the time I had made my way to headquarters I 
heard shouts, u Road, road ! " and at that minute a Cos- 
sack escort rode past, followed by an open carriage in 
which sat the Emperor. He greeted me with a " Good 
morning, Verestchagin." Shortly afterward prayers began 
at headquarters, the priest in trembling accents implor- 
God to " grant the victory and preserve the men." . . . 

While we were yet on our knees, suddenly the crash of 
artillery fire and roll of musketry burst on our ears. 



